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SINCE ARRIVING IN THIS COUNTRY 
I'VE HEARP A LOT OF TALK ABOUT 
"HUMAN SUFFERING" ANP " PESPAIR." 
OF PEOPLE PRIVEN TO "PESPERATE 
ENPS" BY HARP TIMES. 


I'VE HEARP SOME PEOPLE 
RAILING AGAINST HOW BASE 
ANP VENAL ANP EVIL HUMANITY 
IS CAPABLE OF BEING IN THE 
FACE OF APVERSITY. 


BUT AT THE SAME TIME, I'VE 
ENCOUNTEREP SOME THAT BELIEVE 
THAT, EVEN WHEN MAN IS AT ITS 
WORST, HE IS CAPABLE OF 
PO/NG GOOP. 


THAT IN THE PEPTHS OF MISFORTUNE, 
SOME ESSENTIAL NOBILITY SHINES 
THROUGH, SOME INNATE GOOPNESS 
IN HUMANITY'S COLLECTIVE SOUL. 


NONE OF THESE PEOPLE 
HAS ANY/PEA WHAT THEY'RE 
TALKING ABOUT... 

















I STOPPED BELIEVING IN THE EXISTENCE OF 
"GOOD" AND "EVIL" WHEN I WAS STILL A CHILD. 


I FOUND THEM TO BE 
QUAINT NOTIONS THAT 
HUMANITY SHOULD HAVE 
LONG SINCE OUTGROWN. 


I'VE BEEN TOLD THAT A MAN NAMED 
NIETZSCHE SAID MUCH THE SAME THING, 
BEFORE I WAS BORN. BUT WITH A NAME LIRE 
THAT, HE WAS DOUBTLESS A GERMAN. 


AND WHAT KIND 
OF RUSSIAN WOULD 
I BE IF I LISTENED 
TO ANYTHING 
A GERMAN HAD 
TO SAY? 


NO, THERE ARE NO SUCH THINGS AS GOOD 
AND EVIL. THERE ARE SIMPLY THE THINGS 
THAT A MAN WILL DO TO SURVIVE. THE THINGS 
HE DOES TO CHANGE HIS DESTINY. 


AND IT NEED NOT BE 
SOME GRAND VICTORY. 
SIMPLY SURVIVING FROM 
ONE MOMENT TO THE 
NEXT IS A KIND OF VICTORY. 
EVEN THE SLIGHTEST 
CHANGE CAN HELP. 


ONLY IN DEATH DO WE FAIL. 
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WHAT IS MORS, THESE 
PEOPLE PO HOT KNOW 
TRUE SUFFERING. 


HOW MANY ARE 
CAPABLE OF DOING 
WHAT IS TRULY 


HOW MANY OF THEM COULD 
SURVIVE EVEN A SINGLE 
SIBERIAN WINTER? OR EVEN A 
MONTH IN THE TRENCHES? 


SURVIVE.. 


LISTEN, MACK, THE NAME'S CLYDE l 

BURK, AND I'M A REPORTER WITH i 
VTHE NEW yORK CLASSIC. 

I'M WORKING ON A STORy^ 
’ ABOUT THAT RUSSIAN GANG THAT ~ 
WAS SNATCHING GIRLS THE OTHER 
, MONTH. IF you SHARE A JUIcy TIP, , 
V I MIGHT MAKE IT WORTH A 
^ yOUR WHILE... 


I WAS CLOSE TO 
DOING MUCH MORE 
THAN MERELY SURVIVING. 
I WAS CLOSE TO THE 
GRANDEST OF 


ONLY TO HAVE IT SNATCHED 
FROM MY HAND. 






























IARRIVEP HERE WITH GRANP PLANS, 
JUST A FEW SHORT MONTHS ASO. 

1 HAP WHAT IBEUEVEP WAS THE KEY TO 
THE LIFE I HAP SOUGHT FOR SO LONS. 


THERE WERE MEN IN THIS CITY, 
WHO WOULP RECOGNIZE THE 
POWER ANP AUTHORITY OF THE 
THING THAT I POSSESSEP. 


I WAS CERTAIN THAT, ONCE 
I PRESENTEP MYSELF TO THEM 
ANP MAPE THINGS PLAIN, THAT THEY 
WOULP BE MINE TO COMMANP. 


IN THIS, 

I WAS MISTAKEN. 
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THEY WERE LESS 
THAN IMPRESSED WITH 
MY CREDENTIALS. 


BUT HAVING PRESENTED MYSELF 
TO THEM AS A PERSON OF MEANS AND 
AUTHORITY, THEY THOUGHT PERHAPS THERE 
WAS SOME MONEY TO BE MADE. 


THEY REQUIRED PROOF THAT THEY HAD 
ME IN THEIR POSSESSION, THOUGH. 


A TOKEN BY 
WHICH I COULD 
BE IDENTIFIED. 










BUT THEY SOON 
DISCOVERED THAT 
THERE WAS NO ONE 
FROM WHOM TO 
DEMAND A RANSOM. 
NO ONE KNEW ME. 
NO ONE CARED. 


ALL I HAD IN THE WORLD 
WERE MY OWN WITS AND 
MY RESOURCEFULNESS. 
I HAD FALLEN FAR, SINCE 
THE GLORY DAYS. 


THE TIME CAME WHEN THEY 
DECIDED SIMPLY TO DISPOSE OF ME, 
AND CUT THEIR LOSSES. 


BUT I HAD NOT 
FALLEN SO FAR IN 
THE WORLD THAT I 
HAD FORGOTTEN 
EVERYTHING I 
ONCE KNEW. 


MY WOULD-BE-EXECUTIONER 
WAS KIND ENOUGH TO SUPPLY 
THE BLADE WHICH TOOK HIS 
OWN LIFE. 


AND I REGAINED MY 
FREEDOM BEFORE ANY 
OF THE OTHERS KNEW 
WHAT HAD HAPPENED. 
















I SHOULP HAVE WALKEP 
LIKE AN EMPEROR AMONG THESE 
PEOPLE. LIKE A TSAR. 


INSTEAP, I FINP MYSELF AT THE 
BOTTOM RUNS OF THEIR LAPPER, 
LOOKEP POWN UPON BY ALL. 


BUT I CAN SEE WHERE 
I WANT TO BE. HOW HIGH 
I NEEP TO CUMB. 


I SIMPLYNEEP TO 
FINP MY FOOTING, 
ANPPO WHAT IS 
REQUIREP. 















I WAS ONCE FAR MORE THAN I AM NOW. 

I WAS MUCH CLOSER TO THE HEIGHTS I'VE 
LONG WISHEP TO ATTAIN. 


SOME MIGHT COMPLAIN ABOUT ILL 
FORTUNE > OR RAIL AGAINST INJUSTICE, BUT 
THOSE ARE SIMPLY ILLUSIONS, AS WELL. 


BETTER TO SAY THAT I HAVE NOT 
YET FOUNP THE COURSE OF ACTION 
THAT LEAPS ME TO VICTORY. BUT I 
HAVE NOT STOPPEP LOOKING. 


POWN HERE AT THE 
BOTTOM, SLEEP IS NOT 
ALWAYS EASY TO FtNP. 
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L OVg OF SOP, 

WON'T ANYONE 1 m 

\. help...? 


/ 


t #'' 1 I 

■ THE MORE EASILY ONE CAN ■ 
H SIMPLY IGNORE THE PREGS [1 

It 

■ OV/4U S70FS THE MORE ■ 
SOUNPLY ONE RESTS. \ 






















I FOUND MYSELF AT THE 
BOTTOM ONCE BEFORE, 
IN A PIT OF MEN AND IRON 
AND BLOOD. FIGHTING FOR 
"...MOTHER RUSSIA..." 
AGAINST ALL ENEMIES. 


I FOUND MY TALENT IN 
THOSE YEARS, AND WAS 
HANDSOMELY REWARDED 
FOR MY EFFORTS. GRANTED 
THE ORDER OF ST. GEORGE 
BY THE TSAR HIMSELF, 

I WAS ESTABLISHED. 


I WAS GRANTED A PLACE 
IN THE SEVENTH STAR, THE TSAR'S 
OWN SECRET INTELLIGENCE BRANCH, 
AND TOOK PRIDE IN MY WORK. 


I FOUND A KIND OF FELLOWSHIP WITH 
THE MEN OF THE SEVENTH STAR. NOT 
FRIENDSHIP, WHICH I'VE NEVER KNOWN. 
BUT A BOND, NONETHELESS. 













BUT THE TSAR FELL, AND LIKE 
SO MANY OTHERS IN THE IMPERIAL 
BUREAUCRACY I FOUND MYSELF 
TUMBLING BACK TO THE BOTTOM 
ONCE MORE. 


GOOV ' 

LORD, THAT'S 
A VICIOUS 
LOOKINS INJURY, 
v FRIEND. > 


THE ONLY THING WORSE 
THAN BEING AT THE BOTTOM 
IS THOSE WHO LOOK DOWN 
UPON YOU WITH PITY. 
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r HUH, I COULD > 
HAVE SWORN THAT 
THE HIPPODROME WAS 

|k^r«4r wav. 


^ OH, LOOK. ^ 
DEAR, AT THAT 
BUILPINS!. 


UNTIL IT IS 
TOO LATS. 


IT LOOKS MUCH 
BETTER ON ME, 
ANYWAY. 























THESE PEOPLE HERE A T THE BOTTOM 
RUNGS, THEY STILL CLING TO THIS 
FICTION OF "GOOP" ANP “EVIL," EVEN 
IF IT PROFITS THEM NOTHING. 


THAT IF THEY ARE GOOP, 
THEN SOMEHOW THINGS WILL BE 
BETTER FOR THEM, SOMEPAY. 


THEY SHOULP 
UNPERSTANP THAT 
ONLY ONE FORCE 
HOLPS ANY SWAY 
OVER THEIR LIVES. 
ANP THAT ONLY ONE 
CHOICE WOULP 
IMPROVE THEIR 
LOT IN LIFE. 


ALL THAT 
MATTERS IS 
POWER. 




























































WHEN THE TEA!Z FELL, I HAP TO 
CLIMB UPON ANOTHER LAPPER, ELSEWHERE. 
I FOUNP MYSELF IN CHINA, IN THE EMPLOY 
OF ONE OF THE FEUPING WARLORPS. 


HERE AGAIN, MY TALENTS, 
ANP MY WILLINGNESS TO PO 
WHATEVER WAS NECESSARY, 
SERVEP ME IN GOOP STEAP. 


I WAS PAIP HANPSOMELY FOR 
MY SERVICES. ANP WHILE MONEY 
ISN'T POWER, AS SUCH... 


...IT CAN BUY THE 
NEXT BEST THING. 










EVEN WITH THEIR FINANCIAL SYSTEM IN 
SHAMBLES, THERE IS MORE MONEY HERE THAN 
THESE FOOLS KNOW WHAT TO PO WITH. 


GOOD NIGHT/ 
CHARLIE. 


'NIGHT/ 
MR. MANN. 


FAT, LAZY, INPOLENT, 

TO PO WHAT NEEPS 
TO BE PONE. 


THESE BANKERS ANP INVESTORS 
FLEECE THEIR FELLOW CITIZENS 
FOR EVERY COIN, BUT CAN’T THINK OF 
ANYTHING MORE THAN TO SAVE IT. 


WEALTH IS WASTEP 
ON THOSE WHO REFUSE 
TO USE IT. 



























WHATEVER HE CARRIES IN THAT 
CASE WOULP HELP ME CLIMB TO THE 
NEXT RUNS ON THE LAPPER. 


GRAB THE CASE WITH 
ONE HANP, OPEN HIS BELL y 
WITH THE OTHER, ANP I'LL BE 
AWAY BEFORE ANYONE CAN. 


Mi 












NO one SAW 
ANYTHING. 


f THEY STILL 1 
SOT YOU WALKING 
THE BEAT? WOULD 
HAVE PEGGED you 
» FOR A DESK JOB , 

By n ow. A , 


SO CLOSE TO 
CLIMBING UP FROM 
THE BOTTOM. 


BUT PUSHEP 
BACK POWN AGAIN. 

















THE TIME OF THE 
WARLORDS ENDED IN 
CHINA, ANP I RANGED 
THE WORLD, LOOKING 
FORA PLACE FOR MY 
TALENTS. A MERCENARY, 
ASSASSIN, GUN ANP 
BLADE FOR HIRE. 


AFRICA. SOUTH 
AMERICA. CENTRAL 
AMERICA. BUT IT 
WAS PEEP WITHIN 
THE JUNGLES OF 
GUATEMALA THAT 
l FINALLY FOUND 
THE MISSING 
PIECE. 


I KNEW IT AT A GLANCE. IT WAS 
IDENTICAL TO THE STONE THAT I'D 
KNOWN, ALL THOSE YEAR AGO. 


ANP IT WOULD ONLY 
TAKE A FRESH SETTING 
ANP EVERYTHING 
WOULD BE MINE. 



















BUT IT ms NOT TO BE 
THE KEY THA TI HAP HOPEP. 
PIP NOT UNLOCK THE POORE 
I NEEPEP OPENEP. 


SO I MUST BEGIN MY 
CLIMB AGAIN. WHAT OF IT? 
I HA VE PONE IT BEFORE, ANP 
CAN EASILY PO SO AGAIN. 


I WILL REMAIN POWN 
HERE WITH THE PREGS 
ONLY AS LONG AS 1 MUST. 
I HAVE GRANPER THINGS 
IN STORE FOR ME. 


r PLEASE, MY^ 
BABY/ SOMEBODY 
HELP ME.' MY BABY'S 
L. IN THERE.'.' 










<SO FAR 
ABOVE.> 












Bi WHO ARB ■ 




■Bp WMgSl 
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//<I ONLY PIP! 
/ [ WHAT ANY MAN 
f l WOULP HAVE 
PONE/T"^ 
r<WHAT WAS^H 
NECESSARy TO ■ 

ksurvive.'TJA 
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